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^ ¥ MPOBSIBLE! Quite impossible,

I I assure your* said Sir EvingIton Beecham, Governor of
Hongkong, to Capt. Burling

bf the India Mail, as they paused for

v _
a moment on their afternoon stroll
back from the golf links, "the idea of
an intentional wreckage is preposterous.Why, Webb and the boatswain
are two of the very best men we have
in the service, and they've been in it

, for years. And they both know, Just
as well as we do, that it means imprisonmentfor life. Do you think
they would take a risk like that and
actually turn pirates.for that is
what it amounts to.for the mere

aalvage from a coasting schooner?
Never: I don't believe a word of it."

"Well, I can hardly credit it myself,
but Barlow & Co., the owners, declarethey have a perfectly clear case

against them and swear they will
prove it in the colonial court."

"Let them prove it, then!" was the
emphatic answer of the governor, as

he drove his walking-stick deep into
the sand to enforce his opinion.
The subject of this conversation

was an occurrence that had stirrea
the whole foreiyn community, and incidentallytaken up a good deal of
space in the columns of the local
papers. It was briefly this: The
English coasting schooner Prince
Edward had sailed out of the harbor
at dusk and had set her course for
Formosa. Her cargo happened to be
an unusually valuable one. consisting
of several thousand pounds' worth of
the choicest ginseng, the most costlyof native drugs, which the Chinese
shippers (for some unknown prejudice)had been unwilling to consign
to the regular steamer. Every precautionhad been taken to secure
and protect it, and it was whispered
that her captain and crew were

heavily armed. All had gone well
until midnight when she was approachingPak Lao Ting (White Tiger
point), and then suddenly the light
in the tower on the point began to
flicker and grow dim.and Anally, to
the consternation of her skipper,
sputtered and went entirely out:

* * * *

A STRONG ebb tide was running at

the time, and before she could
be brought about, in the sharp turn

that they have to make at the red

buoy, she was swung close in to

the headland and was thrown broadsideon the beach. The native crew

of eight men became panic-stricken
at once, seizing the first things at
hand.which happened to be the
oars of the schooner's boat.jumped
into the surf and shrieked to their
gods to save them. The four Englishsailors tried to cut the boat
loose, but. finding the oars gone,
threw off their coats and started for
the shore, which, fortunately, they
all succeeded in reaching.
There being no apparent way of

scaling the cliff, they decided that
their only hope was in following the
beach to the nearest village where
they could secure help. Fortunately
they found two of the native crew.
the six other having fled.and holdingthem as guides and interpreters,
they walked all night and half the
following day, when they reached a

cluster of fishing huts and there
found food and shelter. When the
government tug that was sent out
fram the port, after their arrival
there reached the acene of the wreck
a few days later, the schooner was

found intact, though badly battered,
but every trace of her precious cargo
had disappeared!
"Looted by Cantonese pirates!" was

what the papers said, and no one

doubted It was correct.except Barlow& Co. and some government
agents.
The revenue officers who accompaniedthe lighthouse inspector went

» once un the steep path to the
tower, and there they found Went),
the keeper,' and hit assistant (known
aa "The Boatswain") in a state of
great trepidation,
"It wasn't our fault, gentlemen."

they cried; "If Wasn't our fault. Somethingwent wrong with the oil and
we've been these Ave days trying to

light her up again. We surely have."
"And what's the meaning of all

this?" inquired the inspector, pointing
to several large bundles of gin-seng
behind the door.
'That's what the boatswain and I

saved from the wreck in the daytime,
before the pirates got at her. sir." was
his answer.
"And why are you trying to hide it?"
"We're not trying to hide it. sir; me

and my mate Just stowed it there for
safekeeping." ,

"A likely tale, that! Well, bark
with you both to Hongkong aboard
the tug.these two new men will take
charge of the light and you'll explain
all this to the court."
Now. the charge of tampering in any

way with a government lighthouse is.
as every one knows, a very serious

- one to bring against an Englishman,
but when to this Is added the accusationthat a light has actually been extinguishedto cause a wreck, it becomes
a capital offense. Tet Messrs. Barlow
A Co.. the owners of the schooner,
" " »*- - !>< > Wokh
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and the boatswain, and claimed that
they had a budget of evidence to
prove it. The case was simply this:
They said that the two foreign and
the two native keepers were in league
with confederates in the colony who
knew of the sailing of the Prince Edwardwith her valuable cargo, and
who arranged with them to extinguishthe light at the critical moment
and thus throw the schooner on the
beach. The gin-seng was to be taken
from the wreck on the following day
and temporarily stored in the lighthouseuntil a junk which wan hiding
behind the headland, could get it on

board and then sail away to a prearrangedspot. Here it was to be
landed and carried away to an inland
town to he sold, and a rich profit
would accrue to all concerned.
There was great noise and bustle at

the corner of the White/ Pearl road
and the Red Cloud alley, where the
largest Chinese drug stores were located."Yiu mue leh lao Yiu mue
leh lao?" C'What is the excitement?").cried the passers-bv as they
stooped to look at the red festoons
and hangings and lanters end to lis-'
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unucr mi? suciai coue ui asimuu seclusion.Even the sweet and smiling
"Chin Chee" (Azure Butterfly) appearedopenly upon the scene and announcedto Mrs. Hopkinson. who with
a bevy of lady friends from the colonyhad been especially invited, that
she didn't see any reason why the
one person of all in whose honor the
party was given should be hidden
away in the background.
"No, indeed," replied the consul's

wife, "you are the center of attraction
now just as much as you will be at
your wedding, and we should have
been awfully disappointed if we hadn't
seen you, wouldn't we, ladies?"
"We certainly would." was the answerthat came back in chorus.
"And where is the fortunate young

man? Aren't we to see him, too?"
"Ah! I am afraid not this time at

least. That would really never do
just here and now. We are several
years a,head of the times, as you say.
already, but to actually allow the
prospective bridegroom to appear at
his own betrothal nartv would be to
take a fifty years' jump into the fu-
ture. No. poor, dear hoy, he is having
to content himself with a little feast
of his own at his rooms, with a few
college chums, you know."
"Ye*, and all the time bemoaning

his hard luck and the stupid old nativeconservatism that keeps you
apart. I suppose."

"Well, we shall not really be separatedso very long, for the wedding is
only three months hence.which is awfullyshort for China.and, after all. we
don't mind being a little Chlnesey now.
just to please our families and our
friends, because, you see." and here
Chin Chee blushed and smiled, "this is
a truly-truly love match, and that makes
all the difference in the world I"

Yea! It certainly did. And just how
It came to be one of the "truly-truly"
kind and not one of the old-fashioned,
commercial contracts was owing largelyto Miss Julia DuBray. who had been
Chin Cfiiee's devoted teacher and guide
and counselor and friend during her reoanfvaar* of that wnnHt-rflil mrhnnl An

the Hill, known as "The Victoria College
for Chinese Young Toadies." Now if any
one had called Miss Julia a matchmakershe would have instantly resented
it, but at the same time she would have
been obliged to acknowledge that Bhe
had done everything In her power to
rescue her darling Chin Chee from the
man the family had planned for her.

"Just to think of their throwing away
a beautiful and accomplished girl like
that on a miserable old drug-clerk who
can't even speak a word of English and
who hasn't anything in the world but
his money." she was won't to say, "when
there's that splendid young fellow Yung
Wing, just back in the colony from Harvardand simply waiting for a chancttomake her the finest husband in the
worldi
And so Miss Julia went to work to

bring about the desired result. She
worked long and patiently and never

gave up her hope. She planned and devisedvarious interviews with Chin
Chee's father and mother and never

missed an opportunity to sing her
favorite pupil's praises to Yung Wing.
* -.a in the end she won out. as most
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.ICE HAVE ARRESTED THE BRIDK4

watched the movements of Vuns Wing
and his companions in the shipping
office, and had arrested all three of
them at a little suspicious wine party,
where they seemed to be spending
more money than their salaries nat:urally allow.

* * * *

v»rT certainly begins to look pretty
dark for Webb and his mate," re!marked Inspector Higging to Deputy

Brownlow, as they returned to head-
quarters after an hour or two spent
in the crown advocate's office.
"It certainly does that," was the

brief and ready answer.
"You see, it's clearly shown that

Mr. Yung Wing and his friends visited
the lighthouse a week before the
wreck, and they probably made their
bargain with the keepers then "

"Yes; but why.if they wanted to be
secret about it whv in the worlrl rliil
they allow them to write their names
in the visitors' hook? You saw them
there in the book yourself, didn't
you?"
"Well, that may have been just to

avoid all suspicion. Hort-a-keeping
things going regular. don't you know."
"His honor didn't seem to put much

faith in that story of theirs about the
savins of those bundles from the
pirates, did he?"
"No." replied the chief, "nor, as our

old judge in Calcutta useil to say,
could you 'lubricate' his mind with
that yarn about the oil going bad.
Why. every barrel of that oil is
drawn out of our own storage tank at
the navy dock here, and inspected and
sealed before it's put* on the tender.
It never is allowed to vary a particle
from year to year.it's always the
same. Now, if it had gone bad at any
other time, or if it had burned low
and flickered or gone out on any
other night, when some other ship
was a-passing. why there might be
MOmpfhinif to tVio Btnrv hilt whan 5t

goes bad on that particular night,
and just at the critical point when the
Prince Kdward is passing the buoy,
why, it's pretty hard to make me or
any other man believe It's all accidental."
"Well, how aboue 'number one' and

'number two,' the native assistant
keepers; can they get anything out
jof them?"

"Not a word, nor anything out of
the old rook, either, who seems to
have slept through the wreck and 'to
have cared much more for his kettles
and his pots than he did for the
depths of the sea." as the old song
goes. If they are really 'all In the
[game,' as the Harlows claim, why
they've been threatened and bribed
into silence and they'd die by slow
[torture rather than leak out a word."
Taking out of his pocket a memorandumbook, the inspector sat down I
at his oflicc table and began to look
over a number of notes, and turning
to Brownlow, continued, "as far as
we have gotten at present, I number
our points as follows:

"(1) We know that the Prince Kdwardsailed on that night with her
valuable cargo of ginseng and that
in the middle of the night she was
wrecked on White Tiger Point. When
the relief tug reached her a few days
later, her cargo was entirely gone,
with the exception of the few pack-

Anotht
weave a pretty good case out of that,
does it?"

"No, sir, it does not. That is providedyou believe in.and are willing
to convict on.pure circumstantial
evidence." For, when all's said and
done, chief, that's exactly what we've
got and nothing else."

"Well, perhaps something else will
turn up "

"Perhaps it will. I hope it will, for
unless the old agent with the wig
(alluding to the crown advocate) has
got much more up his black sleeve
than he has shown us so far, I'm not
a-goin' in my own mind to convict
two honest Knglish tars.as I still
takes them to he.of goin' into a
Chinese wrecking game like this,
even for a lot of their old ginseng."

* * * *

A T No. r.-5-r» in the lied cloud alley,
** Wang Foo, the man of mystery,
was taking his customary evening
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walk in the little courtyard, when
there came a knock at the outer
grate and Old Chang, the gatekeeper,
laying down his teacup and his pipe,
threw back the bars and handed his
master a little red chit-book. "Tai
Ju Ifsio Tang I.ai," he cried ("It is
from the College for Girls"). "Yao
hwai sing: Yao hwai sing!" ("They
desire an answer! They desire an
answer:") Wang F00 took the letter.which was addressed in a lady's
hand, and, opening it, read as follows:
Aly Dear Mr. Wang:

It is of the utmost importance
that you come to the college tomorrowmorning. Please name a
convenient hour by bearer. Sincerelyyours.

JULIA DU BRAY.
He thought for a moment and then

writing "Nine o'clock, sharp!" on the
edge of the page, he initialed the
book and handed it back to Old
Chang. Ascending the steps to the
glade of quiet reflection, he made his
preifaratjons to retire, but before
going to sleep he reread in the linglishand Chinese papers the evidence
in the shipwreck case, in order that
he might he quite ready for what
he felt would most surely be Miss
Dii Bray's pathetic appeal to him in
the morning. And she certainly did
appeal to him with all the eloquence
and persuasion In her power. It
would not be an exaggeration to say
that she really implored him.for
her sake, for their sakes, for everybody'ssake.to secure the release of
Yung Wing and save dear little Chin
Chee from a broken heart.

"It's all a mistake! It's all a mistake!"she said, rising from her seat
in the school parlor and walking
nervously up and down the carpet;"it's part of a Chinese conspiracy to
involve him and his friends in disgrace.My own native teachers havetold me so and I know that they're
right. Why, Mr. Wang, that young
man is just as innocent of this as I
am.
"How do you explain his mysterious

visit to the lighthouse then, a week
or so before the wreck?" asked the
detective.
"Why, that is as simple and Innocentas anything in the world. Mr.

Yang Ta>o. who was Yung Wing's
classmate at Harvard, catne from the
village of Pak I>ao just two or three
miles back of the Point. His old
parents and grandparents live there
still and he goes back to visit them
regularly every few months. This

THE B,OLSI
Translated Front the French by

William I,. McPherson.
/ / T~URIN'O the war," said the

I I sculptor Peter VladimiIB rich, "I frequented for a

time the little Savinoff
restaurant, whose habitues were a

sorry-looking lot. But things were

not going well with me. My patrons
had either left Petrograd or lost their
interest in art. Kubles and kopecks
were scarce,
"The ijavinoff restaurant was a picturesqueplace, however, full of halflights.like liembrandts, and its customersgave me an inspiration for

more than one bas-relief, from which
I A .l A »n 1(14 In Tnnn air onrl
I expected lU Ilianc a lime .iiviivj a»..

reputation if art ever came back to
its own.
"Among the regulars there was a

hideous man in the forties, whose
beard grew luxuriantly on the right
side of his face, but was very scanty
on the left side. This jaundiced fellow.with a visage like a frog's, a
distended rnouth and eyes of verdigris.refrained for a long time from
speaking to me. I am a silent man,
and also a little deaf, and since my
interest is chiefly in what I see, I
don't talk much.

"Finally this strange-looking creaturedecided to break the ice. He
made advances to me and gradually
confided to me his impressions and
thoughts. He had some frightful doctrines,which didn't repel me. however,since I am rather indifferent
to ideas, and am, in the bargain, a
fatalist. He said that the world was
rotten to the core and that it would
have to be revolutionized from top to
bottom.

" 'What is this war?' he grumbled.
Only child's play. The social war
will be far bloodier. We must suppressmillions and millions of parasites.'
"Once they are Intoxicated with

phrases my countrymen usually go
the limit. 1 have met many of them
who wanted to destroy everything
and who have never even killed a
hare.
"1 listened benevolently, watching

meanwhile the picturesque vagabonds
who gathered in the cavern-lie room.

I ._ 1

er Wang Foo Story by
I was one of his regular trips to his
home and he naturally took his
triend with him, don't you see? And
as the foreign lighthouse Is on'S'W
the curiosities of the place, they, pf
course, went out to see it."
"But how- did they get admitted,

when, as a rule, natives, unlesd In
government employ, are never » allowedto go inside the gates?"
"Why, they botli spoke l-lngliah Ho

fluently that the head keeper couldn't
believe they were Chinese at all. And
then, of course, they sent in their
foreign cards in the usual courteous
way and he just let them in and
treated them as he would any party
of European visitors."
"Ahl I see." smiled thp detective,

"the benefit as well as the penalty of
a foreign education!" Then, rising to

go, he added: "Just one question
more. Miss Du Bray, if you please.
and I shall appreciate a very candid
answer from you. How do you ex:plain the apparent lavish expenditure
or money Dy the young man so «uun

after the wreck?"
"That had nothing whatever to do

with it. You know, even better than
t do. Mr. Wank, how freely money is
spent at betrothal feasts "

"Yes. to be sure
"

"And when you think that this entertainmentcombined really the extravagancesof both China and America.and that he and his friends cele!brated in both native and foreign
style for about a week.'you can readilysee that it cost a good round
sum."
"It undoubtedly did. and where do

you really think he got the money?"
"Well, wherever he got it, and I presumhe borrowed, as usual, from his

friends.I know he got two hundred
Mexcians from me, which I was delightedto let him have for Cliln
C'hee's sake.he certainly got it honestlyand not out of any proceeds of
the Rinseg wreck. Shall'I have your
jinrickshaw called. Mr. Wang?"
"If you please. And let me assure

you that 1 will do everything in my
power to clear up this very distressingmystery."
"Boy! What side have got Mr.

Walls: Koo coolie "

"Just, now hab got kitchen-side,
makes smokee." replied the everfaithful.
"You go catchee he velly chop-chop,

talkee wantcheo ro home-side."
"All light. Can do." And in a few

moments more the little two-wheeled
carriage was rattling down the hill
toward the Red Cloud alley. Once
there, the thoughtful detector of
crime betook himself to his quiet den
and the long chair of carved bamboo.
Stretching out in it at length, he
lighted a delicate Manila cheroot, and
opening the lattice-work shutters, allowedthe cooling breezes from the
harbor to play across his brow as he
weighed the evidence of the morning'sinterview. Having been up
rather late the night before, he fell
asleep before he knew it, and was

only awakened by the report of the
noonday gun from the Peak as it

n Inncr (ha rHffa nhnva hil*l.
"Yes," he said to himself as he made

a final examination of the various papersthat lay on the table, "it is practicallyan ingenious case of circumstantialevidence. Everything can be
satisfactorily explained except this
one thing, namely: Who or what was
it that caused the light on White TigerPoint to go out at that particular
time? In brief, was it intentional or
was it accidental? Yes. it all turns
on that. The fate of Webb and the
boatswain and the native keepers
hang exactly in that balance.to say
nothing of the future happiness of
Yung Wing and Chin Chee. The
crown advocate must be convinced
on that point, and.he heaved a long
sigh as he said it.it seems to be
decreed by the Buddhas that I am the
one to convince him! If so, then 'to
work"! To work! Quickly!"

* * *

rrHE Temple of the Starry Sea was

already reaping quite a harvest
from the number of pilgrims at its
annual festival. The priests, who had
been parading around through t|ie
villages and hamlets for the last two
months announcing and advertising
the great event, were true to tlieir
promise that their patron goddepa
would provide a special miracle for
the occasion and that the Sacred Well
would surely "bubble." Among those
"tfc" for tho a! tr\* t worA mill a

a number from the village of Pak Lao
.and among' them he old cook from
the lighthouse, who was enjoying one
of sacred bamboo pipes as he rested
by the side of his baskets.
"K1 Tien Chung Yao Jing Tai? Ki

Tien Chung Yao Jing Tai " ("At what
time will the Well begin to bubble?
At what time will the Well begin to
bubble?") was the question that arose
on all sides, as the crowd leaned over
the sides of the old stone curb and intentlypeered down into the water.
"Tsai Sam Tien Chung. Leu Yao Siang.
Lung Hwang Lien Pak Chee!" "At the
stroke of 3. when the brass gong
sounds, his dragon majesty will graciouslybreathe!" was the answer repeatedin chorus by the priests, as
they passed around through the assembly,tinkling their little bells and
holding out their gourds for offerings
of cash. (Por to the Chinese mind, the
bubbles, which rise to the surface of
a well are but the breathing of the
dragon who sleeps below, and are controlledby him at will.)
Suddenly the gong sounded and the

crowd surged forward with shouts of
delight to witness the "breathing of
his dragon majesty" (without even so
much as a thought for the old priest
behind the curtains of the shrine,
who was exhausting his strength by
blowing the bubbles down into the
water through a Inns* hidden tnhe rtf
bamboo!). The attention of the peoplebeing drawn off. the cook rose
from his siesta, knocked the asbes
from the long pipe and started to
carry it back into the inner apartment
of the temple. As he did so the figureof a man who had been quietly smokingjust behind him, suddenly arose
and stepped rapidly forward to where
the cook's bamboo carrying-pole was

iEVIST MAF
Now and then I nodded my head or
murmured:
" 'It's astonishing! What a head youhave little father! There's a whol<

world of ideas in It!'
"I had touched his weak spotThough professing to serve humanityhe was all swelled up with pride and

vanity. Moreover. I thus avoided discussion.which I abominate."In 1907 I changed my residence
and also my restaurant. I no longer
saw this jaundiced philosopher."Then the revolution broke. Kerenskywas supplanted by Lenin.
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Sydney C. Partridge
\ lying: on top of the baskets. He lift!ed it off and quickly ran his hand
idown though the cabbages and other
I vegetables as if trying to find someI
thing concealed there. In a moment
h» drew out an earthenware jug and,
uacorking it, poured some of itR eon
tents Into a bottle concealed in his
sleeve and then promptly returned it
tp Its place beneath the greens in the
basket, without a single human eve
but his own luiving witnessed the
transaction, or having noted the fact
that the label on the bottle was
marked with a red letter "A."
The closing ceremonies on the eveningof the "bubbling" of the Dragon

well were of a decidedly different,
though very interesting, nature. At
precisely 9 o'clock the abbot himselfappeared, in his most gorgeous
vestments, and mounting a stand by
the side of the well-curb, cried out.
"Bring forth the Holy Hod and the
Scoop and prepare the Klask of Jade
to receive the Dragon Scum!" An
attendant handled him a long slender
rod with a small oopper cup at the
end. and the abbot leaning over, skinttK a ten rv f t ka tiro t ar in (Via ti-ol 1

as an English dairymaid would sklni
a pan of Jersey milk.
What ho drew up from it. however.

was certainly not cream, but an
unotious film with a decided flavor of
dragon (or flph). which was poured
from the Flask of Jade into a num;her of tiny bottles and sold at a
fabulous price to the devotee", under
the striking title of "Dragon Scum.a
certain cure for every mortal ill."
The same pilgrim who had investligated the cook's basket purohased

j a vial of "Scum." and, marking It| with a red letter "B," stowed it awayin the opposite sleeve from its fellow,' remarking to himself as he did so,
"Now for ihe Cave of Mystic Changes
and the chemical analysis that shall
establish the identity and prove that
my theory is correct!" So Wang Foo
passed one more night in the villageinn and in the early morning returnedto Hongkong.
"l hardly think it will be necessaryto carry the case beyond this privatehearing." remarked Sir KvingtonBeecham to the crown ndvocots and

to the Inspector of police, who with
Wang Foo and a. few others were metin the office of Government House."Mr. Wang's careful and accurate
statement"! have covered all thefacts. He has exposed the lighthousecook as the real culprit andshown us that he stole the governmentoil from the carrying canswhile the keepers were at supper and,replaeed It by a cheap native productthat refused to blend and consequentlyput' out the lights. Theodor of the sperm oil appealed tothe temple priests to whom he sold Itand they resold it as 'Dragon Scum'
at an enormous profit. There is no
reason to question any further thestories of Webb and the boatswain.they seem to be perfectly true andthe men are released. The schooner
was undoubtedly looted by coast
pirates and all these tales about a
conspiracy between Yung Wing'soffice and the keepers have failed to
t>« proven. There remains, however,
one very strange circumstance yetto be explained and which makes the
charge against the cook either a
very light one of the theft of a gallonor two of oil. or a very heavy oneof a deliberate attempt to wreck a
vessel and loot the cargo. Will Mr.Wang explain just how the lighthappened to go out on the very nightthat the Prince Edward sailed?"

* * * *
a LL eyes were turned toward the

great detective aB he slowly rose
and prepared to solve this crucial
part of the mystery. "Your excellency
and gentlemen," he 'said, clearly and
without any hesitation, "I am glad
that you have now given me the opportunityto introduce the Chinese
solution, which a purely European
mind might never have thought of.
My people, as you may have heard,
are very particular about the date of
any important undertaking in life,
and the calendar of lucky days from
their favorite temple is always consulted.The strange thing is that this
applies to evil deeds as well as to
good, and the thief or the villain will
consult his oracle just as much as
the saint "

"Something like southern Spain," interruptedthe governor, "where the
assassin asks the blessing of his
divinity upon his efforts, before he
sets out to murder "

i-reciseiy so," continued Wang Foo,pleased with this indorsement of his
words, "and in this case the good and
the bad happened to agree upon the
very same date. When Mr. Yang I-oo.
Mr. Yung Wing's partner, was asked
by him to select a lucky day for the
Hailing, he remembered the festival of
his native village and fixed it at the
time of the bubbling of the well. The
cook, who consulted the soothsayer in
the temple, naturally received the
same suggestion and so they both
fell on the 2Sth day of the Harvest
Moon! There is your explanation, gentlemen,and It answers every point
except the fact that the light went
out exactly as the schooner rounded
the buoy.which I believe to havebeen entirely accidental, and which,with a great number of the other
mysterious things of life. I shall have
to ask you to leave to Tien Ming,that is, to Chinese fate! "

"Mr. Wang," said Miss Julia DuBray, as she rushed up to him on theevening of the wedding feast of YungWing and the charming Chin Chee."these dear people really owe this allto you! The betrothal feast I claimed
as mine, but this I yield entirely toyou! "

"I am very happy to have been in
any way the means of bringing thisjoyful evening about," Wang Foomodestly answered, "and I am onlyirolna to thank vnn nnw »« ._

^ . ,. wi mecumplimentby twisting your popularnayJng.'All's well that ends well,' into
a somewhat more celestial form andlet it be."All's well that bubbleswell.'"

(Copyright. 1821.)

IAT By J. H. Rosny ||
i whole body trembled. 1 have a greatfear of death.especially of a violentdeath. A miBt covered my eyes.Through it I saw dimly three humanforms. The first was writing; thesecond spoke; the third listened or
put questions.
"I knew at once that the scoundrel

was the dvornik. He was accusingme. without stint and in the most
vio'^nt phrases, of having conspiredaga.nst the Soviets. My vision cleared
a little. My eyes were fixed on the
dvornik. and then on the judge. Astonishmentalmost overcame my terror.1 recognized that irregular beard,full on the right, scanty on the left.Ithat frog's face and that interminable
flat mouth.
"It seemed to me that the verdigriseyes also recognized me. They

were bent on me ferociously and my
trembling came back again.
"When the dvornik had finished

the croaking voice asked:
" Well, is he lying?'
'"He is lying,' I said, with all the

vehemence I could command.
"Suddenly the atrocious face was

distended into a smile. Then it burst
into a laugh.
" "Come here," cried the bolshevist

Marat.
"He put his hand on my shoulder.

Then full of aatanic pride, he said:
" Seel You knew that I had a

world of ideas in my head! And this
dvornik is a pig of a liar. You understand,dvornik? You have accusedan innocent man. In that case
the accuser is guilty, in consequence,
deserves death. You are condemned
to die. Take him away and shoot
him!"
"Two red guards seised the dvornik,

who bellowed with fright, and led
him away to the place of execution.
" "If 1 had let him off.' said Govlov

with a grin, 'he would have gone
somewhere else and denounced you.
And you would have been condemned.
Shake hands, brother. The reaction is
frightful. I have to work like a dog.
But If anybody annoys you again,
insist on being brought before me for
'trial.'"

"AutomaticW
Pay Mortgag<

By Ring V
TO the editor: Pretty near all

the papers and magazines you
pick up now days is devoteing
considerable space to the

question of whether they's spirits or

whether they ain't spirits, and 1 don't
mean alcohol spirits which I truess
they's no question about life after
death for those kind as old .lohn Barleycornwas suppose to die a yr. ago
last month, but you can still go to a

banquet or a card party and find jO j
per cent of the guests pretty well j
haunted. What I refer to is the spirits '

that they claim is in the human body
and keeps on liveing long after the
lodge has seen you properly sunk.
Most of the wise crackers laughs

and calls it all bunk, but they's a few |
bright minds that has fell for it. even
In country's where they still got the
kind of liquor that you can get plas-
tered without going cuckoo. Take for I
inst. Conan Doyle over in England I
who I don't mean that he drinks, but
if he did he could get good stuff, but
any way you got to pay some tensionto his opinion in these matters
in regards to life after death us he
spilled Sherlock Holmes into the royal
(3eo. or somewheres in one book and
then brought him back to solve SO
thousand wds. of more mysterys.

* * * *
T-v I'V ii'hila I ll«e In eat 111, ul.a-ln-L i
L* v < " 'V - "" v . » " »' ""V I Ivi rw

and always put Cotian amongst
my favorite authors, still and all his
psychic articles didn't never prove
nothing to me only that you can go
to sleep a whole lot easier reading
them than his detective storys. And
I ain't even got no desire to believe
the stuff that was' in that last one
I read where it said that some kind
of dope flowed out of a medium and
formed itself into the shapes of peoplethat had departed and one of the
shapes looked like a certain senator
with a mustache. If I had 3 wishes
the 4th. one would be to die and
then trickle out of some medium and
get in such shape that I looked like
a certain senator with a mustache.
They'8 no doubt but that Conan is

a bright mind and has made a study
of the subject and is a expert on
it and he believe in it, but that don't
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mean nothing. I.ook at the base ball
wisenheimers that hadn't did nothing
all their life but watch the game or
play it and yet they didn't taste nothingsour in a team like Cincinnati
knocking a pitcher like Lefty Wms.
for three gools in a row. i
So matter how smart or honest a

person is they are libel to go wrong i
and as far as this baby is conserned
I have quit takeing hearsay evidents
for anything. For inst. plenty of
guys that has apparently got a good
mind and they wouldn't lie to pie
when it didn't get them nothing, well
plenty of these guys has told me
about different photo plays that they
said was good, but until 1 see one that
is good 1 won't believe they is such i
a thing. <

And the same way about spirits.
I wouldn't of never believed in them
from reading C'onan or Mr. LiOdge. I
It took personal experience to win 11
me over, and I will tell you about it, i
not with no idear of makeing con-
verts but because I guess pretty 1
near everybody is interested in the
subject just at this time. <
Weil the other night I was talkingto a friend of mine and we got i

talking about spirits and etc., and i

she said a friend of hers had told i

her about a friend of the gal T was

talking to's friend, and this guy had
a piece of property that he wanted
to get rid of it and he got a offer
for the property and he set down to
write a letter accepting the offer,
but when he got all ready to write
the pen begin writeing for him and t

here is what it wrote: J
* * * * (

(ir\ON"T sell now, but wait till the 1

4 of Jan. and you will get a offer
that is $1200 more." And the pen ,

signed his old man's name that had s

died in the real estate business. So
the guy waited till the 4 of Jan. and ,

sure enough he got the offer with t

the $1200 raise and took it.
1

riting Don't
2s," Says Ring
V. Lardner.
and before thry stopped they was a.
Bentence wrote on the paper but so
dim 1 couldn't hardly make it out.
Here is what it said f
"Now is the time for all Rood men

to come to the aid of the party and
set a new ribbon."
That was what was wrote on the

paper and 1 set there maybe a couple
hrs. more hut not another word
showed up and finely I remembered

f
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FOR OVER ONK HOI R I SI'.T
THERE WITH HOTH FIVOERS l\
POSITION TO WRITE. BIT NOT %
WORD COME. ^
what happened to the man that took
the advice and what happened to
the man that didn't, no I Jumped on

a train and went to N. Y. city and
bought myself a new ribbon and set

up moat of that night Renins; it fixed
0. K. in the typewriter.

* * * *

n-'HE next day I set down at ths
desk again and watted and this

time it was 2 hrs. before my fingers

WTl
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kKftl KT OH CARD PARTY.

begin to move. The uordii was a
whole lot plainer than the other time
and was as follows:
"Don't work today don't work todaydon't work today."
Three straight days I set there

the same length of time and three
straight days 1 got the same advice
and followed It to the letter and
this Is the 4th day and I have been
working but Just now my lingers begunto run wild again this is what
they wrote:
"Don't work no more you are all

wore out."
So I guess you won't blame me if

I obey and you won't blame me
neither for changelng myi mind j
about spirits though as ( say I don't
txpect to convert no skeptics with
my testimony. My own family for 1
inst. She asked me just last night
why I hadn't did no work lately and
[ told her because the spirit had
idvised me not to and she says
whose spirit and I said I didn't
know.
So she says. "I know. Its your

>wn spirit."
So I says, "Don't be silly because

when its automatic wrlteing the \
inlrit that dictates has got to be the |
spirit or somebody that is dead.- j
"Well," she says.

RING W. I.ARDNER.
ling's Island, Feb. 4. ^

The Bachelor Tax.
pvR. WILLIAM S. SADLER, a spe- :

cialist of Chicago, said at a re- I

:ent meeting ot the Federation of J
IVomen's Clubs:

'

"To live to be a hundred the first /
equisite-' Is to marry young. The i

narried always live longer than the ;

tingle.
"That is the chief reason why I

'avor a bachelor tax. Another realonis that bachelors, coddled as

hey are, become very conceited.
"A pretty girl at a dance was

valtzing with a bachelor.
" "There will he many sad hearts

ten to the firecrackers. -raK yu tail
pan hsiao jie pri tine"" "The
daughter of the proprietor of the
White Pearl drug store is being betrothed!")was the answer of the
crowd of chair coolies, who. having
brought their fares to the doorway,
were now regaling themselves with
the free tea and tobacco which the
happy host was always expected to
furnish. Within the famous establishmentof the White Pearl all
thought of business had been given
tip for several days, in order to make
suitable preparation for the auspiciousevent. The decorations were
most elaborate and the music was at
one moment weird and mournful
enough to make one weep, and the
next livelv and thrilling enough to
set one's feet a-tingling. Occasionally,of course, it would vie with the
gongs and the firecrackers as to the
greatest amount of ear-splitting
noise, and it goes without saying that
every one was talking at the top of
his voice, as If to Oil in any accidentalnotes of silence that might
have been left by the music. As a
inairfr 01 iari, irwm <1 oikiiiiicu nurypeanstandpoint. tl was simply pandemonium1st loose.but "pandemonium
let loose" is, after all, only our crude
and labored synonym for a real Chineserood time.

* * * *

eT""HKY certainly were having it. The
entire store was transformed into

m reception room and banquet hal!
and the guests were enjoying the
Tien ti eng shing" (or "gracious,
gracious gifts of heaven and earth")
In both solids and liquids to their
hearts' content. In the Inner apartmentsthe genial host and his good
wife were receiving the congratulationsof their many friends. Having
spent many years in Singapore, where
strict native customs are greatly modifiedby the Kuropean surroundings,
the ladles and gentlemen of the party
.mingled much more freely together

they ordinarily would -have done

i

k

persevering creatures generally do; and
when she had finally convinced the parentsthat It was their solemn duty to

the daughter to give her at least some
little choice in the matter of her hus:bam' she felt she had dealt a serious

I blow at the whole commercial matrimonIial system. The rest was easy: and
I after she had placed Chin Chee next to

herself in the Cathedral pew on Sundaymorningand arranged to have Mr. Yung
Wing sit just across the aisle and accidentallymeet them as they were passingout. why. all thht remained was for
her to pray the good Lord that, Chinese
or no Chinese, it might be a case of
"love at first sight".and it was!
Now there may have been some happierguest at the betrothal feast than

Miss Julia, but, if so. no one was able
to discover her. There is only one

word that can adequately describe her
appearance and feelings, and that Is
"radiant".yes, she was literally radiant.She was the one who had
really brought It all about, and In the
midst of all her magnificent triumph
over ancient custom and tradition
she plaited for herself « crown 01

persohal satisfaction that she had
brought these two young lives together.
"You dear, darling child!" she cried,

as she literally raisrd the slender
form of Chin Cheo from the floor and
clasped her in her arms." 1 know 1
am kissing the happiest girl in all "

but whether she meant "Hongkong"
or "the whole world" nobody ever
knew, for with a piercing shriek two
of the woman servants burst into the
room and exclaimed, "Sing boo tao
lfao sing lang' Sing boo tao liao
Sing lang!" ("The police have arrestedthe bridegroom! The police have
arrested the bridegroom!"! while
the sweet little "azure butterfly" gentlyfolded Its wings and fainted ntvay
in its teacher's arms!
The report was only too true. Actingon the complaint of Messra. Barlow& Co.. t-a collea had carefullv

ages that we discovered in the light- !
house.

"(2) Her skipper swears that the
light went out Just at the critical
turn by the buoy. Both the keepers
acknowledge this to be true.

"(3) Yung Wing and his two
friends, who handled the shipping of
the ginseng for the native druggists.were at the lighthouse a week
before the wreck, and afterward were
noticed to be spending money very
freely.

"(4) The mysterious junk which
anchored by the headland has not
been entered at any port with a cargo
of ginseng.

"(5) The lighthouse inspector and
his officers examined the lamp and
tested the oil and found nothing
whatever the matter with either.

"(6) A careful searching of Webb's
private locker revealed a roll of
bank notes equivalent to nearly
three years' salary hidden away in a
little keg.

"(") A copy of the Daily News
nicked up on the floor of the light-
house contained a marked article on
the enormous increase In the value
of ginBeng and the combined efforts
pf Chinese and Europeans to smuggle
it from Hongkong into the native
territory.' "

He laid the book and his glasses
down upon the table, and taking a

Manila cheroot from the box on his
desk, lie slowly strurk a match and
lighted it. then placed himself in a
comfortable position by tipping his
office chair back against the wall
and blowing the smoke slowly and
thoughtfully in the direction of the
ceiling he remarked to his deputy.
"Brownlow, old man, It doesn't reoulraverv much legal braina to

/ t

uuioiievim seized power ana tne
reign of terror began. There was
nothing to do. All those who rebelledwere either killed or were
forced to hide or to get into exile.
The red terrorists shot men down like
rabbits; they drowned officers in the
Neva like kittens. 1 realized that it
was necessary to wait for a reaction
to sanity.and I waited.
"As this was at a time when many

people were being shot, the Jurisdictionsof the tribunals were vague.
There was a court in my quarter,
presided over by a certain Govlovi
nicknamed 'the bolshevist liarat.' He
held sway in a big building which the
people called the house of blood. The
red guards took me there. With
thirty other prisoners I found myself
in a low-cellinged room, where it was
very cold, because a window had been
broken out. We shivered while we
awaited a sentence which would almostcertainly be death. The red
guards constantly stood ujf victims in
the passageways outside. We heard
fiilillfldoe fr»l 1 nnin/1 htf rriPR. flnd
sometimes by applause.

'Finally, with fifteen associates
they took me into a long hall, where
we were thrurft on a bench alongsidethe wall. This was the court. A
screen separated us from the judge's
tribunal. Kvery three or four minutesa voice.the voice of Govlov, 'the
bolshevist Marat'.creaked hoarsely:
"'Death! Shoot him!'
"We didn't hear a single acquittal.

I saw most of those who had accompaniedme disappear.
"My time came. Two red guards

dragged me roughly to the other side]
of the screen. I confess that my'

*'%. I ... (

So my friend that was telling nv |
about this says: I
"That is what they call automatic t

writeing. It hasn't never happenet. J .

to me personally but you can bet
that if it does I will follow the ad- |
vice th4V give me. because I heard
of another man that was a Yale man
and just before the Yale-Princeton
game last fall he got a wire from a

friend of his out west asking him
did he want to bet on Yale and he d
did. so he went to the telegraph
office to wire and take the bet. and 8

just as he was going to write the
telegram the pencil begin moveing 8
In his hand and wrote down: 8
" 'Don't bet on Yale." r

"But the man was a unbeliever- so
he made the pen writei what he *
wanted it to and took the bet and 8

lose J500."
Well. I said the spirits seemed to 8

have the right dope in both them 1

instants, though a whole lot of peo- r

pie tnat wasn i aean yei naa ioici i

meto not bet on Yale, but I said I
it was silly to disregard tips like I
that when you got them because if I
they was such a thing as spirits they
probably knowed more about things <

that is going on than we do.
But I says I didn't suppose a experiencesuch as those would ever a

tome to me. as I don't hardly ever a

ise a pen only to sign mortgages v

3o my friend said she supnosed it
tould happen with a typewriter Just t
is good as a pen or pencil, so I o
tome home and didn't think no more

ibout It till the next morning when z
[ set down in front of the typewriter
:o work. ,,
Tor over an hr. I set there with '

my two Angers in position to write
out not a word come. Then all of a 't
rudden mi' finders be-in to move tl

1

J 1

when I marry.' the bachelor saici.
" 'Goodness, how many are you go- f

ng to marry?' said the girl."

Overdoing It. f
( A NYTHING can be overdone." said

Dr. Leslie Pidgeon in an adiressat a convention in Atlantic City.
"Two partners were talking about

i clerk. ;
" 'I'm afraid I'll have to let Jackson '

;o," said the senior partner. 'He's
retting very slack and forgetful.
eglects his work scandalously.'
"'I wonder what's the matter with
dm? ' said the junior partner. 'Ht
eemed an ambitious lad in the past.*
* 'It's this efficiency craze.' said the
enior. 'Jackson is giving so much
ime and thought to his efficiency coreapondencecourses that he's got no

nergy left for his regular work.'"
. 4

- Unprofitable.
<\irILi.IAM DEAN HOWELUS left
** a fortune of J1S0,000. This was

very unusual thing for an Americas
uthor to do. We, as a rule, leave
ery little."
Novelist Theodore ""reiser \v.is Itc- ;

uring in Graoiwicn village. He went
n:
"A young man was talking to a g-izlulold author the other day.
"'Do you know. Sir. Plume." he said,
believe I have .a real literary bent!" I
'"All right, my boy," said old Plum*. J
til right, keep on. and you'll be worse
lian bent.you'll be broke.' "

J


